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Howard with the Queen's great ships moved down-
Channel to join Drake in Plymouth Sound. They had
ammunition for one day's real fighting and stores for
a couple of weeks, and the sooner the Armada arrived
the better fortune for them. Hence, it may be sur-
mised, arose the "rejoicing" which Skipper Hans Lim-
burger observed when he was in Plymouth. The inter-
vening weeks had been spent, not in playing bowls, as
the ancient legends seem to imply, but in careening the
ships, washing arid tallowing the bottoms, overhauling
the gear, and cleaning the armament. Good old John
Hawkins, tough survivor of many a slaving enterprise,
had done his work as dockyard head. There was not
a spoonful of water in the wells. Masts, spars, sails,
standing rigging and running gear, were all in prime
condition.
All reports agree that the summer of 1588 was an
extraordinary season of storms in the Narrow Seas.
In an age when men had a real and unconquerable faith
in witches, necromancy, and the evil eye, when they
believed God intervened to help his chosen people, it
is not to be doubted that the English saw in this un-
usual weather a definite dispensation of Providence.
The motto which they adopted, "He blew and they were
scattered," seemed, to them, to fit not only their feel-
ings, but the facts. The oldest fisherman on the coast,
said Lord Seymour, was unable to recall such a terrible
season. Lord Howard did not dare take his great ships
into Plymouth Haven while the gale lasted. They
might go ashore, and even if their anchors held he
would not be able to get to sea again in the teeth of
a villainous southwest wind.
At the beginning of July the wind went around to
the north and Lord Howard sailed due south along
the fourth degree of longitude to Ushant Island, that
sinister outpost of Brittany. Drake would have gone